REMINISCENCES
If anybody had asked him if he wanted to kiss her, he
would have been horrified. He had never even taken
her hand.
Once when he came she was not at home, and the old
woman who looked after the school building told him
that she had gone to the steam bath and would be back
soon. He went into her room, lighted the lamp, opened
a copy of the jVzVa,* and waited.
She came rosy and gay, smelling warm and clean, a
towel wrapped round her head like a turban.
"Oh, you're here already!" she said. She raised her
arms, unwound the towel, flung her head back and
shook it, the heavy wet strands of hair falling over her
shoulders and back.
"Comb it, Vanya," she said, holding out a comb to
him.
Obediently he began combing the cool, slippery,
heavy locks; he took them up, and his hand sensed the
heavy wetness of them. His fingers tangled in the soft,
silky strands, and for some reason that he could not
understand he found they were trembling.
He was standing behind her, as she faced the mirror.
He could see her face in it, filled with gaiety and
mischief. .,. He dropped the comb, put his arms round
Faina's shoulders, bent her head back, and kissed her
full on the lips. And she responded to his kiss—res-
ponded! But in the same instant she broke loose from
him, laughing angrily,
"Now, now, boy!"
He never remembered how he found himself out in
the street again. He had forgotten his cap, he went
without it, lost and confused. Boy! Of course, he was a
boy, a fool of a boy, an impudent boy, how had he ever
dared! *.. Yes, but why had she laughed at him? Why
had she told him to comb her hair? She'd done it on
purpose. Why had she responded to his kiss? He had
felt it, he cotdd still feel it, how tenderly, how tenderly
her lips had moved beneath his. ... She had responded
* An illustrated magazine.
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